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a woman into, and Katie was very pale and quiet, while
Daoud was in a miserable funk. Not that 1 blamed him
too much for it. I felt rather sick myself. But Deir-er-
Zhor was only two hours distant, and plainly the sensible
thing, if it were permitted, was to go on. The Arab
gendarmes not only permitted, but advised us to do this.
The posts were already being roused, and it wasn't likely
there would be a second outrage on the same day in that
immediate territory.
But Daoud, our driver, refused to agree. There was
actually a green tinge to his brown, tanned face, drip-
ping with perspiration beneath his black sheepskin cap.
He wanted to turn back, spend the night at one of the
desert forts, and go back to Aleppo next day, assuring me
that it was "impossible," and that he would swear it had
been impossible, and so my money would be returned to
me. When he found me set against this, he declared that
the only other safe thing was tp remain where we were,
under the protection of the two gendarmes, until others
came, in whose company we could go to Deir-er-Zhor.
But the gendarmes said that no troops might go on to Deir
until the next day, as the news had already been sent in,
and all would be occupied in the hunt for the bandits.
So I finally succeeded in cursing and browbeating Daoud
into cranking up the Ford and going on. And, of course,
nothing further happened, except that we were disgusted
with Daoud and in frequent risk of being overturned by
his nervous driving.
The sun was still high in late mid-afternoon, when
Deir-er^Zhor appeared* a big» flat-roofed desert town built
on both sides of the river, the isolated metropolis of cen-
tral North, Arabia* its flatness relieved with domes and

